Kuwait
dress very much " off white," amid whose billows the
cartridge bandolier must surely get entangled in moments
of crisis, the three old men lounge on their seat or squat in a
windowless den brewing coffee and keep their eye on who
goes in or out and, in their toothless way, uphold the rule
of law; waiting for the approaching end of their days with
that dignity which is the keynote of Arabia, made of
poverty and leisure, of a complete unconsciousness of dress
as an asset to respectability, or of physical com&rt as an
essential to happiness. As I stroll by and say " Peace upon
you," they invite me to share whatever their meal may be,
and send messages to the P.A., immaculately groomed and
half their age, who looks at the aeroplane, unconscious that
the three old veterans are referring to him as their father.
In the springtime most of Kuwait picnics in the desert and
parties of women trail their black gowns and hidden faces
under the gateway. Small donkeys with, enormous ears
trot in with lime and out with water: smugglers move about
the village of huts which has grown up since the customs
law of neighbouring Iraq has made the risk worth while:
and, sight most beautiful, held no doubt by our unconscious
memories from the very earliest days of tribal man, in the
kte afternoon the flocks of goats return with their goat-
herds, pour like black velvet through, the nail-studded door,
across the empty open space with the sunlitwall audits towers
I'87]